
































The First And Only Total Non-Martial Arts
Fighting S ystem In The World!

A free responding and natural movement system based on 21st century bio-chemical and
Neuro-response systems. This system uses newly discovered propriety training processes utilizing
physics, geometry and psychology resulting in the new science of human control.

HERE IS THE TRUTH IN BLACK AND WHITE
Physics— Applied it maximizes the potential of power
Geometry— Applied it maximizes body strength
Psychology — Applied it maximizes the mind's understanding of
emotional control for complete command over the environment
resulting in the elimination of fear and conflict in life.

THIS IS SCARS®...

SCARS is not a martial art, nor has the system ever claimed
to be one—it has never claimed any credibility from the
martial arts. YET, thousands upon thousands of black belts
and masters of all types of martial arts are buying and using
the SCARS video training system to help them understand
the truth about the Science of Survival Fighting.

WHY?
Because they want the TRUTH about real fighting skills.

WHAT IS SCARS?

It is a mathematical blueprint of the human species for the
purpose of physical and physiological control in both non-lethal and
lethal confrontation.

WHERE DID IT COME FROM?

It is a subset of Dominate Process Systems™ released in part to
the United States Navy SEALSs in 1988 under the project name
SCARS. Its purpose was to set a standard above all known fighting
systems of hand-to-weapon combat. The resuits were above and
beyond what the US military expected. It was tested, officially
approved and implemented.

ARE MARTIAL ARTS USED IN THE MILITARY?

Absolutely, and they are effective programs for teaching
confidence and coordination building skills along with limited
defensive skills.

IS SCARS A PART OF THOSE PROGRAMS?
NO, the military does not consider SCARS a form of martial arts,
SCARS is solely for real world combat application.

SCARS is not just hand-to-hand combat, but the totality of
modern combat utilizing movements, weapons and protocol that are
simply restricted to the civilians and base line units. They will not
engage the enemy under the same conditions as Tier-1 units.

IS SCARS STILL IN USE?
Yes!

WHERE?
In various branches of the Specops community and within
deployed NATO troops.

CAN THE PUBLIC ACCESS SCARS?

Yes, it was declassified in part and exposed to the public in 1993,
under the name Hostile Control for non-lethal use. It was later com-
bined with more lethal information under the name of SCARS IQS.

SCARS IQS was put together from archive information from the
original Military SCARS Project to form a complete system for the
public so they could possess both non-lethal and lethal fighting skills
to protect themselves in the real world of street crime.

IQS Level-I is broken down into several study and training
videos just like the SEALs program, covering every aspect of
conflict, all weapons, guns, knives, clubs. The IQS Level-II covers
ground fighting using the system of compression geometry.

HOW DO YOU TRAIN IN SCARS?

SCARS, unlike martial arts, doesn’t have a beginning. It is a
process that is immediate from the start. Soldiers do not have years
to learn to be functional fighters, they have only a few weeks to get
ready to fight for their lives.

SCARS is easily learned and applied. However, the public tend to
want to learn in stages so we have developed specially designed
packages of fighting knowledge so you can train at your own pace.

WHY OFFER IT TO THE PUBLIC?

It is the TRUTH about fighting for your life. SCARS IQS-I and II
have been proven and accepted to be the only scientific based
fighting system in the world. It is the best of the BEST and remains
undefeatable.

If you believe the threat is there, you NEED SCARS.

CAUTION: The systems discovered by Jerry L. Peterson and the
Direct Action Corporation “Dominate Process Systems™” are based
on a cold, calculated system of new sciences that are intended for
extreme life-threatening circumstances. They are brutally effective,
highly aggressive and absolutely lethal. “Dominate Process Systems”
in its totality has never been revealed. SCARS is a subset of this
system and remains the Number One protection system in the world.

SCARS has never been intended to replace martial arts or other
“so called” systems of defense. SCARS is not defensive, therefore it
is not suitable for children; you must be 18 years or older to
purchase SCARS video products.

There are millions of martial arts schools that train children and
young adults. The SCARS Institute is working on a new induction
process that will be suitable for children and young adults, but until
then, the SCARS system is intended only for aduits.

If you are the slightest bit interested in Survival Fighting,
we have survival packages designed specifically to save
your life. Call 1-800-897-5492 for your FREE report
on one of the following:

* Combat Fighting (Start exactly like the US Navy
SEALS did)

* Lethal Weapons Fighting (Covers Guns, Knives and
Clubs)

* Ground Fighting (Let science show you the truth
about fighting on the ground, it is simply undefeatedable.)

If you can’t wait, go to www.scars.com and get all the
information on SCARS.

Join us in our Counter-Criminalism™ efforts to save lives.











































































































































about to go through another similar thrash. The current Chief of
Staff, General Eric Shinseki, recently told guests at an AUSA
(Association of the U.S. Army) luncheon that he was so moved by a
visit to the Special Operations Command the previous week that he
decided to upgrade the entire U.S. Army. His plan was to enhance the
agility, deployability, and strategic responsiveness of all personnel,
but did not entail a regimen of harder training, tougher standards. or
more demanding performance. Rather than requiring anyone to work
up a sweat to achieve this laudable goal, General Shinseki is simply
going to award everyone in the force a black Ranger beret.

The solution to elite formations has now been reversed. and,
instead of denying them their distinctive headgear, the Head Brass
Hat is going to dilute the beret as a symbol of excellence by issuing
one to everybody in the Army. Thus, everybody will be elite!

Of course, this is all being done for the greater good of all, in an
effort to shore up sagging

tor of the Fayetteville Observer, astutely observed that, to carry his
theory to its logical conclusion, General Shinseki should “issue every
single soldier a Congressional Medal of Honor,” complete with an
appropriate ceremony, then, when each was “instantaneously trans-
formed into an All-American ... hero,” we could reduce the Army to
10,000 super-warriors, thereby “saving a ton of money.”

This certainly makes as much sense, and would be even more
effective than the present design to create an elite army by decree.
Since General Shinseki never wore a beret, and probably does not
understand its significance. he would be on firmer and more familiar
ground in his quest for collective military excellence, if he were to
issue everyone four stars to wear around instead of a black beret.
Then everyone in the Army would be a consummate careerist, would
get along by going along, would never make waves, and would be
socially sensitive and politically correct. Those attributes seem to be
much more important today than

morale and reverse the disen-
chantment that many junior per-
sonnel are expressing (with their
feet), as they leave the service in
alarming numbers. To this end,
and to make everyone feel good
about him (her)self, the Chief of
Staff will celebrate the Army’s

Rather than requiring anyone
to work up a sweat to achieve this
laudable goal, General Shinseki is
simply going to award everyone in
the force a black Ranger beret.

the physical or moral courage
demanded of a qualified Ranger.

An old military saw states that
“there are old Rangers and there
are bold Rangers, but there are no
old, bold Rangers.” Maybe it is
because of this that the overall
erosion of traditional values with-
in America itself — the dimin-

Birthday on 14 June by waving
a field marshal’s baton somewhere, while banners unfurl and trum-
pets blow, which will bring about a mystical transformation of the
entire force. Once this numinous conversion has taken effect and
everyone has been declared a super-soldier, he (she) will then be
awarded a black Ranger beret. At the termination of this ceremoni-
al seance, and appropriately garlanded with a black beanie, every-
one will have the strength of ten.

Why didn’t somebody think of this before?

In his AUSA address, General Shinseki admitted to a one-week
incubation period from inspiration to decision, and during his speech
tasked the details of implementation to the Sergeant Major of the
Army. It seems doubtful that this initiative could have been staffed
through appropriate channels in one week, and almost certainly must
have circumvented the normally conservative uniform board, which is
supposed to have the final say on military apparel. Whatever the case.
the ill-conceived beret decision has unleashed a torrent of protest.

Five minutes of conversation with anyone who ever earned a
beret — green, maroon, or black — would probably have revealed
the folly of this scheme. In addition to the Rangers, the entire
SpecOps community is livid that the hard-earned (both physically
and politically) beret is about to lose its distinctive significance.
This indignation is not limited to active-duty personnel, but has gal-
vanized the retired community, as well.

A highly decorated spokesman for both the U.S. Ranger
Association and the 75th Ranger Association, flatly stated that
General Shinseki’s action is an insult, as well as a collective and otfi-
cial slap in the face, to everyone who ever volunteered for an
Airborne, Ranger, or Special Forces unit and completed the arduous
training. A former Ranger writing to the editors of USA Today stated
that General Shinseki’s dictum “steps on the graves of every Ranger
who gave his life for his country.” Keith Idema, in a letter to the edi-

ished importance of hard work, the dilution of standards, and the con-
cept that social mores are all relative — seems to have crept implaca-
bly into the U.S. military establishiment, as well. Where are the self-
less giants and heroes? Either they have “gone to graveyards, every
one” as in the Vietnam-era folk song, they were squeezed out because
they did not buy into the party line, or they walked because they were
tired of official cliches and hypocrisy draped in the American flag.

The warrior ethic is rapidly fading from the scene, and, as long
as America can dispassionately bomb third-world countries from
15,000 feet and launch cruise missiles at all the usual suspects from
extended distances, maybe elite forces. along with their quaint con-
cepts of professional excellence, valor, honor, and brotherhood, are
as obsolete as horse cavalry.

The Army’s recent recruiting catchphrase, “Join the Army and be
all you can be” should be changed to “Join the Army and we will
make you neat and elite — at the drop of a hat.”

The author received his green beret in 1964, and subsequently
served as the commander of a “Hot Team” in the 7th SFGA. He vol-
unteered for the 5th and spent an extended tour in Vietnam as an A-
Team XO at Phu Tuc, and as an assistant S-3 at C-2 in Pleiku.

He received a black beret in 1966, when assigned as an instruc-
tor and the S-3 of the Florida Ranger Camp — back when it was
at Field Seven. He worked with Charlie Beckwith, who was the
Camp Commander, in preparing a study crafted to convince the
Army that it needed to reconstitute the Ranger Battalions.
Apparently someone read it.

He wore a maroon beret from 1976 to 1979 while assigned as the
XO of the 1-505, and while serving as the SGS of the 82nd Airborne
Division. He wore one again from 1983 to 1985 while working with
SpecOps at Fort Bragg. &
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excellent human engineering and yet retains
the classic appearance of an early Colt percus-
sion revolver. We chose the optional, resin-
impregnated Winewood (a wood laminate)
smooth grip panels for our test and evaluation
as they permit the revolver to roll upward dur-
ing recoil. Any attempt to over-control the
475 Linebaugh’s recoil and muzzle whip
would be foolish and counterproductive.

This is a single-action revolver and the
hammer must be manually pulled back to
full cock before a shot is fired. Freedom
Arms revolvers are normally equipped with
4- to 5-pound trigger pull weights. We spec-
ified the optional honed action with a trig-
ger stop, and our test revolver was sent to us
with a clean-breaking, crisp trigger pull
weight of only 3 pounds.

There are for hammer positions, includ-
ing full-cock. After firing, the hammer will
be all the way forward against the striker
plate. The revolver should not be carried
loaded in this position even though there is a
unique sliding bar safety system. This safety
mechanism is significantly different from the
transfer bar safety found on the Freedom
Arms Model 97 revolvers (about 10% small-
er in size and chambered for cartridges such
as the .41 magnum and .357 Magnum).

Sliding Bar Safety

Finally, the hammer can be placed
approximately halfway back to the half-
cock position. This depresses the cylinder
locking bolt into the frame, leaving the
cylinder free to rotate for loading and

unloading the chambers. Due to spring ten-
sion on the cylinder hand, you will feel a
resistance to rotating the cylinder and will
hear another audible click as the hand drops
into each ratchet notch. To rotate the cylin-
der, the hammer must be brought to half-
cock from the fully forward position or the
cylinder lock lever will not release the
cylinder. To load or unload from half-cock,
the loading gate must be swung outward. To
unload, push back on the spring-loaded

inspection, first place the hammer in the
half-cock position with the cylinder free to
rotate. Open the loading gate and make sure
the chambers are empty. Remove the screw
on the side of the cylinder axis pin which
prevents the axis pin from jumping forward
during recoil. Slide the axis pin toward the
muzzle until it touches the ejector tab.
Remove the cylinder from the loading gate
side of the revolver with a rolling clockwise
motion, being careful not to scratch or dam-

This is one robust, mean mother;
chambered for a cartridge that will
challenge the shooter to the maximum
extent with every pull of the trigger.

ejector rod to remove the cartridges or
empty cases. Never press the trigger while
the hammer is in the half-cock position as
this can damage the trigger mechanism.

The revolver should never be fired with-
out a loaded cartridge or empty case under
the loading gate as this prevents the possi-
bility of high pressure gases from passing
through an empty chamber and opening the
loading gate. In addition, it should never be
dry-fired without an empty case in the
chamber to prevent damage to the gas-
proofing firing pin. In addition, read the
manual carefully.

To remove the cylinder for cleaning or

Freedom Arms
S PECIFI

Caliber: 475 Linebaugh.
Operation:

Construction materials:

Weight, empty:
Barrel:

Barrel lengths:
Length, overall:
Grip panels:
Sights:

3 pounds, 3 ounces.

4%, 6 and 7'4 inches.

Finish:
Price:
Manufacturer:

$1,723.75, as tested.

Ammunition:

Five-shot single-action revolver. Sliding bar safety system, when engaged, blocks ham-
mer until the trigger is deliberately squeezed and held rearward.

Except for the barrel, sight blades and springs, all other components are fabricated
from 17-4 PH (Precipitating hardness) stainless steel. Freedom Arm's barrels are fabri-
cated from #416 stainless crucible steel heat-treated to-35C on the Rockwell scale.

Six-groove with a right-hand twist of one turn in 18 inches.

13% inches (with 7/4-inch barrel).
Smooth, resin-impregnated Winewood (2 wood laminate).

Serrated, ramp-type front sight blade is 0.125-inch thick with a /-inch vertical step at
the rear end.The rear sight, with a 0.125-inch open square-notch can be adjusted for
both elevation and windage.

Field grade features a bead-blasted, matte finish.

Freedom Arms, Inc. Dept. SOF, 314 Hwy 239 - PO. Box 150, Freedom, WY 83120;
phone: 307-883-2468; fax: 307-883-2005; website www.freedomarms.com .

475 Linebaugh
CATIONS

Leather:

T&E summary:

Hornady Manufacturing Company, Dept. SOF, PO. Box 1848, Grand Island, NE 68802;
phone: 800-338-3220; fax: 308-382-576|; website: www.hornady.com .

El Paso Saddlery Co., Dept. SOF, PO. Box 27194, El Paso, TX 79926; phone: 915-544-
2233; fax: 915-544-2535; website: www.epsaddlery.com .

Manufactured to closest practical tolerances. Highest level of craftsmanship available
in a production series handgun. Accurate, but with stout recoil. Effective wound ballis-
tics performance now available with factory ammunition. Principal applications:
hunters and those who enjoy shooting powerful handguns at nothing more than steel
plates and paper bullseyes.
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age the cylinder. To reinstall the cylinder,
use the reverse procedure, making sure the
hammer is in the half-cock position and that
you have lubricated the cylinder axis pin in
addition to other components.

Both the front and rear sights are black-
oxide finished to minimize glare. Both
fixed and adjustable rear sights are avail-
able. When it is anticipated that bullets of
varying weights and velocities. will be

.employed, the adjustable rear sight should

be chosen. Thankfully, there are no useless
white outlines or colored inserts on either
the front or rear sights. The serrated, ramp-
type front sight blade is 0.125-inch thick
with a %-inch vertical step at the rear end.
Although not designed for this purpose, the
vertical step can be used to compensate for
bullet drop at extremely long ranges. The
allen-head set screw retaining the front
sight blade to its base should be checked
periodically for looseness. The rear sight,
with a 0.125-inch open square-notch can
be adjusted for both elevation and windage
by means of a small screwdriver. The rear
sight’s edges are quite sharp and will slash
a leather holster flap or your hands to
shreds. Dehorning this component should
be a standard factory feature.

Overall, the quality of manufacture is
superb. No handgun is built to closer toler-
ances. The amount of hand-fitting applied to
this revolver, even in the Field Grade-ver-
sion, is far beyond that of any current pro-
duction series firearm. And yet, this is one
robust, mean mother, chambered for a car-
tridge that will challenge the shooter to the
maximum extent with every pull of the trig-
ger. Without doubt the Freedom Arms .475
Linebaugh single-action revolver will find
its greatest appeal among hunters, including
those who track dangerous game. However,
there are a substantial number of pistoleros
who enjoy shooting powerful handguns at
nothing more than steel plates and paper
bullseyes and this superbly crafted piece of
machinery will attract them, as well. Such
quality has its price and the Freedom Arms.
475 Linebaugh single-action revolver as
SOF tested it costs $1,723.75. R
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Betiween Roxanna

Continued from page 81

or sticks and left them there. There was a
small depression in the ground behind it,
and something might have been in it, but it
was still hard to tell exactly what it was.

I wanted to dump a couple of rounds into
the object of our attention to see what would
happen, but Lt. Col. Dillon vetoed the plan.
Instead he called for a “firefly”, a helicopter
with a searchlight mounted on the bottom.
We continued to observe the object and
speculate as to its nature while waiting for
the firefly to launch from the near-by air-
field. He arrived on station from his alert
posture in record time, and Colonel Dillon
instructed him to illuminate the area for me,
As soon as he flashed on his light we all saw
that the “object” was a goddamn VC lying
in a shallow depression behind a bundle of
sticks, which he had carefully camouflaged.
He had good concealment, but no cover, so
the 55-grain bullet out of the 5.56x45mm
case zipped through the sticks and cancelled
his program 1/32nd of a second later. One of
his legs flipped up when the bullet impact-
ed, so I shot him once again for good mea-
sure. The firefly had pulled some altitude
when I fired, but then came down to confirm
that it was a VC in uniform and he was very
still. The bunker guard had the pilot on
speaker, and he was doing his Cool Hand
Luke monotone, like they always did, when
all of a sudden he yelled, in a very un-cool
manner, “Holy shit!”

His light went out and he booked out of
there while pulling max pitch for enough
altitude to clear the growth of nipa palm.
Before we had a chance to wonder what had
gotten into him, a salvo of 107mm rockets
passed over our heads, with a series of hair-
raising whooshes, and we all echoed in uni-
son, “Holy shit!”

We instantly figured out that the dude I
had just shot was a forward observer and
had been putting out aiming stakes for the
rocket gunners when the guys in the bunker
had spotted his movement. When he heard
the flares being fired he had wriggled into
the shallow hole and hid behind his bundle
of aiming stakes. By calling in the firefly,
Colonel Dillon had effectively pre-empted
their attack. Although there were 107 rock-
ets flying around all over hell, most were
going high. The Colonel jumped down into
the bunker to direct the fire and to mobilize
a defense in the event of ground attack,
while the perimeter guard and I returned fire
from the top of the bunker. In addition to
setting off their 107s, the Dicks were
putting out one hell of a volume of fire,
which convinced me that we about to be hit
from the ground. The only thing that saved
us was Matt Dillon directing a machinegun
team on a .50 Caliber “Ma Deuce” in the
bunker that was systematically tearing up
the edge of the nipa palm where the Viets
were located. I foolishly went to full-auto
and was rewarded by a jam, which (typical-
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ly) sheared the rim off the fired case and
tried to ram another in on top of it. Ok God.
Ohhhhh Christ!

That Gomforting Thumping Primeval

As a company commarder I had learned
to carry a cleaning rod with the handle
tucked into the little hollow on the right side
of the M16 carrying handle just under the
sight drum, and the end running through the
handle, secured to the left side of the barrel
with a couple of M60 machine gun links. We
had all learned not to trust that damn gun.
While rockets roared overhead and the
whole area was drowned in automatic-
weapons fire, I had the rod out and was ner-
vously trying to clear the jam. Envisioning a
swarm of Dinks attacking us at that point, I
was mentally preparing myself to wait until
they came over the wall, shoot one with my
pistol, then jump down on him and grab his
7.62x39mm AKM with magazines — those
things always worked. I was so convinced
they were going to conduct a ground assault
that I actually pulled out my Fairbairne-
Sykes dagger and stuck it into a sandbag
within easy reach while I fumbled with that
abominable rifle. I would have given a
month’s pay for my MP40. An RPG went
over the protective, chain-link screen and hit
just below us, whereupon my wingman dis-
appeared over the back, leaving me up there
by myself. The explosion made me flinch
and drop the cleaning rod, but I finally
cleared my weapon and tried to shoot at
muzzle flashes, not very effectively I might
add, since the fire from the 107s, RPGs, and
small arms was almost overwhelming.
Throughout it all, the steady pounding of the
.50 caliber was like the heartbeat of a gigan-
tic prehistoric predator, meting out death and
destruction to protect her young. It was
oddly comforting to hear and feel its
primeval thumping.

The rest of the compound finally got up
and into the fight, which began to slack off
once the rest of the guys weighed-in. Some
dickbird had obviously spotted me on top of
the bunker above the RPG screen and was
slowly blowing my sand bag cover away
with a rocket propelled grenade launcher. I
was so busy ducking the stinging sand par-
ticles that I finally jumped down and scur-
ried into the interior of the little redoubt,
which was choked with pulverized sand
from the near misses and burnt powder from
the .50. It was so bad I had to go back out-
side. I quickly found a nice firing port on the
wall where I was not so obvious, and con-
tinued to engage the flashes of the enemy
weapons. Once I was convinced that we
were not going to go at it hand-to-hand, I
became a little bolder and was not so wor-
ried about conserving ammo. Since I had
not taken the situation very seriously at first,
I only brought one bandoleer of 20-round
magazines with me — which was really
dumb! The firing from the other team
became more and more sporadic, but you
could still see figures jumping and dancing
in the flames of the fires started by the big
.50’s tracers and API (armor piercing incen-
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diary) rounds. It was like a scene from
Dante’s Inferno. Very surrealistic.

Then the incoming fire stopped abruptly,
as the attack force broke off and headed for
cover. Our side continued to shoot up the
countryside, out of fear and frustration, but
it was all over. Colonel Dillon stumbled out
of the burker, choking, hacking, and rub-
bing his eyes; he looked like a smoked pos-
sum from all the cordite. Tough dude.

" When he finally stopped coughing, he
looked at me and said accusingly, “I assume
you felt bad about shooting their spotter and
decided to stay topside to take over his
duties.”

At first I did not understand him, and
lamely responded, “But, Sir, I had a jam and
was trying to clear it. I was only out of
action for about a minute.”

“No, godammit, I’'m referring to that stu-
pid Frenchie hat you’re wearing. It’s like a
red homing beacon. You had the equivalent
of a North Vietnamese province shooting at
us. What were you doing waving it around?
If T knew you were going to try to kill us all,
I would have sent your ass off to Saigon.”
finally got it, and we both had a good ner-
vous laugh together.

And From Out Of The Sky ...

Because the VC were obliged to let go
with their rockets prematurely, the damage to
the compound was minimal, although the
town got smashed up pretty good.
Annoyingly enough, while we were going
around assessing the damage and evacuating
the wounded, we received a flash message
that the compound was in imminent danger
of a rocket attack. Christ! That was about par
for the intel effort in Vietnam. “Matt”
received a well-deserved Silver Star for sav-
ing all our asses, and I got a Bronze Star with
“V” for my modest part in all the mayhem.

The silver lining, however, was that all
the commotion brought a whole slug of cor-
respondents and reporters down to cover the
story, and who should turn up? None other
than my foxy Roxanna. Colonel Dillon
astutely pulled the guys out of the bunker so
they could be interviewed, allowing Roxy
and me to “inspect” it all by ourselves.

Wow!

We then went back to my hootch, where
I helped her write her report — among other
activities. Iinvited her to stay the night, just
in case our visitors came back for another
try, but it was too difficult logistically, so
she left on the last bird out. That closed the
loop in a very vicious circle, and I conclud-
ed that, other than the wear and tear on my
nerves, things had not turned out so badly
after all.

To all the Viet Cong out there who were
involved in the attack and are still around,
“Good show, guys. You have my sincere
thanks.”

Col. Mike Peck (Ret.), a highly decorat-
ed Vietnam veteran, was previously director
of DIA’s POW/MIA office in Washington,
D.C. Presently, he is an international secu-
rity consultant. ®
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